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We are all sitting around the tables in the dining room, where the 
carpenters were still working yesterday. It was here, I remember, that the 
question came up whether the serving tables were to be of the same wood 
as the walls, or whether something cheaper would do. As in the other sets, 
Piero Gherardi had to create a room of exaggerated dimensions which, 
although it would be full of furniture, would still have as cold an appear- 
ance as possible. He used light wood, great panes of glass, little square tables 
very close together, covered with long white cloths and topped with silver 
vases of tall white flowers. 

At the last minute Fellini called for gilded filleting on the parts of the 
wall that would appear in the foreground. While it is being finished and 
nailed into place, Guido Alberti comes in, made up as if he were going 
to put on an act in a homosexual night club: eyes heavily emphasized, 
dark red lips, his gray hair (which he always wears rather long) curled 
at the temples. 

“Look at Alberti,” Barbara says, “he looks exactly like Oscar Wilde.” 

“No, like Rossini.” Fellini, elbows on the table, looks up from his 
newspaper. There is no point in arguing: the master has spoken. Then 
he goes back to his paper. He looks completely withdrawn, but from time 
to time he casts a quick eye at the workmen. 

Barbara is upset: “I’m supposed to do a dance something like Monica 
Vitti’s in lEclisse, but I can’t dance. Pisu is supposed to play the piano 
for me, but he doesn’t know how.” 

A record player and a record are brought in, but the record is not 
right. Barbara and the special-effects expert go off to a nearby record shop 
to find something that will inspire her. 

At last it is time to shoot. But Barbara has barely had time to sketch 
out her dance. She improvises desperately. After the second take, Fellini 
asks, “What’s the matter, Barbarina?” 

“What I’m doing is so bad! It might be better, though, if I had five 
brandies under my belt.” 

“Me too!” Pisu calls to the man with the portable bar. His part is 
limited to pretending to play the piano; but on the other hand, he has 
to fortify himself for the moment when Barbara, not without apprehension, 
brings her fist down on the top of his head. 
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